Or for Colean the rout is ta'en.

Beneath the moon's pale beams;
There, up the cove* to stray and rove

Amang the rocks and streams

To sport that night.

II.

Amang the bonnie winding banks,

Where Doon rins, wimplin, clear.
Where BnucEt arice rul'd the martial ranks,

An* shook the Carrick spear,
Some merry, friendly, countra folks,

Together did convene,
To burn their nits, an' pou their stocks,

An' baud their Halloween

Fu' blythe that night

'III.

The lasses feat, an* cleanly neat,

Hair braw than when they're fine ;
Their faces blythe, fit* sweetly kythe?

Hearts leal, an' warm, an' kin':

The

* A noted cavern, near Colean-house, called The Cove
of Colean; which, as Cassilis Downans, is famed in
country story for being a favourite haunt of fairies.

f The famous family of that name, the ancestors of
ROBERT, the great deliverer of his country, were Earls of
Carrick,